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Because you know you should 


Author's Notes: 

This is one of two PF holiday-themed stories I've written, this one is from ZOIl, originally posted in the LJ 
Floydslash comm. As | noted there, | was primarily inspired by the passing of Alan Styles and how it's believed 
he was involved in the recording of what is known as the "Merry Xmas Song" (though | wrote the 
circumstances a bit different than generally related). You can find it quite easily on YouTube if you've never 
heard it. It was also originally titled after a particular song which has caused so much contention in today's 
moral clime (and whether or not you think that's warranted is for you to decide). As most of my stories 
strive for historical accuracy this contains what is usually referred to as "period-typical attitudes." | changed 
the title to avoid controversy (because it's the Holidays, damnit!). But that song is fitting with my implied OTP. 
A holly jolly Floydmas and all that rot, friends! 


"Who wants to write a Christmas song, then?" 


The members of Pink Floyd presented their enthusiastic manager with varied expressions of confusion, 


cynicism, and bemusement. 


"I know you've always cooking up some sort of scheme, Steve," Roger commented, "but perhaps you'd be so 
good as to let us in on it this time?" 


"Peel rang me, said something ‘bout wanting to know if we wanted in on their Crimble show this year." 

Rick looked thoughtful. "Y'mean, we have to write a song? Can't just play a traditional song?" 

"That's the hook, | spose, everyone writes their own..or something.” 

"Well wot does he actually want?" David exclaimed, looking frustrated. 

Steve sat back in his chair, looking at the ceiling. "Lessee, hmm..what is it -" 

"Oh bugger this, l'm phoning him," Roger proclaimed, grabbing the receiver of the phone on the desk. As he 
dialed the number - and the others were surprised their despot remembered John Peel's office extension - 
Steve looked over at Nick and winked. The other snickered into his jumper and shook his curls. 

"Look at that weather out there," Rick murmured, glancing towards a nearby window. "Beastly." 

"Gonna make last-minute shopping an awful task, that's for certain," Nick noted. 


"Look here, Peelie," Roger was saying, "wot's all this ‘bout a Christmas song?" 


They could hear the voice of England's most well-known disc jockey on the other end, but only faintly, as Roger 
nodded and made thoughtful faces. 


"Hmm..well | spose we could knock something out, when d'ya need it? Tomorrow? How long ago did you ask?!" 
Steve began whistling and examined the ceiling again 
"Tsk tsk tsk," David scolded, but was glad someone else was in dutch this time. 


‘| like Christmas," Rick opined, raising his cup of tea. "Course it's much more fun when you've got sprogs 


about." 


Nick sighed. "It's all dollies this year, Lindy wouldn't let me get anything good for Holly. | told her it shouldn't 
matter what kind of toy it is." 


Rick smiled. "You can always get some cars for Jamie. ‘Course there's no telling if he'll hang on to them, Gala is 


in another acquisitive phase, it seems." 


"Is that wot | have to look forward to?" David asked. "All Ginger's friends say she's having a girl." 


"How do they know?" Nick wondered 
"That's wot | said!" 

Their mutual laughter was interrupted by an announcement from Roger. 
"Right then, we'd better get on with this." 

‘Look Rog, its getting hairy out there and ~" 

"Apparently someone promised Peelie. Do you really want to let him down?" 


They soberly considered the prospect for a moment and mutually decided censure from John Peel was a bad 


idea. They all turned, to a man, to glare at their manager, who was engrossed in the latest issue of Autocar. 
"Wot?" he asked when he realized he was being stared at. 


"Someday," Roger archly predicted, "you're going to make one deal too many, you gangster. And then we'll see 


where you end up." 
"Somewhere in a ditch, | well imagine, if it were up to you, Rog" 


"And good will toward men," Nick called out, not wanting two of his best mates to fight with Christmas right 


around the corner. 


"Well let's get out of here before the weather gets any worse," David said, then picked up the phone and 


buzzed Steve's secretary. "Can someone ring us a taxi, please? St. John's Wood, hang the sleet!" 


They found one of their roadies cooling his heels in Steve's foyer. 
"Alan dear, why aren't you out terrifying the general populace or something," Roger teased. 


"Steve said we was gettin a bonus, and | need it for the turkey. Mum is comin’ ‘round with her charity ladies 


for dinner." 
"A good son, you are," Nick proclaimed, grasping the other's broad shoulder. 
"Look kiddo, come with us, we could use a hand at the studio. Bet there's nobody there now.’ 


They all nodded, smiling. 


"Recording now? Why?" Alan inquired, standing up and donning his Royal Navy peacoat, which - unlike most - he 
had earned the hard way by enlisted service. 


"Christmas song," Nick explained. "Wot should we write about?" 

"Dunno ‘bout that, but | do know wots required. Let me nip ‘round the off-license and Il meet you there” 
"Dont stand us up now, or they'll be no turkey for your mum!" 

"God Almighty has spoken" Steve proclaimed from his office. 

David smiled "You're rather fetching when you get all draconian with people, Georgie" 


"Do shut up, prat," Roger rejoined, but his smirk was sly taunting delivered with a wink. 


It took some time to reach Abbey Road, as the traffic was hopelessly snarled throughout Greater London, and 
the crowds were already at capacity in the shopping districts. Once they had reached their destination and 
were thawing themselves out in the warmth of the Studio Two lounge, their cohort Mr. Styles entered bearing 
libations. 


"Right then, who's for some of the old nog, eh?" 


Everyone in the band raised both their hands. 


"Well it can't be anything religious, now can it?" Roger asked, but the inquiry was strictly rhetorical. 


"Keep telling you," David said, sloshing his cup of eggnog at the two on the other side of the table, "let them do 
it, they know wot Christmas is about 


Roger fixed his partner with a searching glance. "Wot are you on about now?" 
"Kids!" David exclaimed, then took a long drink and wiped his mouth. "Hey man, this is really good” 
Alan smiled and continued stirring his concoction. "Thanks Dave, its me mum's recipe." 


"Alan's mum!" Nick toasted, and the others followed suit and drained their glasses. As per his position in the 
organization, their roadie quickly filled them once more. 


"Christmas is for kids, y'know? So let the dads pen the tune." 

"You're going to be one soon enough," Rick reminded his bandmate. 

"Yes but today | know nothin’ ‘bout it, so | bow to your expertise." 

“Sides, it's a known fact you can't write for shite when you're hammered," Roger gibed. 


"And | feel no pain, Georgie, not even the sting of your poison tongue." 


"No pain!" Nick toasted, and the others echoed him and drank. 


"Good gravy, its actually snowing now," Roger announced upon his return from the toilet. 


"Hope we don't get stuck here," Alan said, looking worried. "| have a bloody big turkey in the canteen freezer 


and I've got to get it in the cooker sometime soon" 


“All right, c'mon then," Roger commanded, clapping his hands and looking through the glass into the live room. 


He flicked the switch on the talkback mic. "Have you got something for us, Nicky?" 
Nick and Rick were sitting at the piano, working on a melody. "Give us a mo, Rog." 
"Its getting late." 

The two waved him off and he sighed, picking up his glass. 

"Did we kill the nog, lad?" 

Alan grinned. "Verily. But there's plenty of brandy left" 

"Oh good," David piped up. "| was getting thirsty again" 

"I think you've had enough, prat. Can't send you back to Ginger all pickled." 

David snickered and slumped sideways on the sofa at the back of the control room. 
"Oh they'll be no living with him now," Roger teased, smiling ever so slightly. 


"Show me this snow you speak of," David demanded, sitting up once more. 


"C'mon then, give him a hand, will you Alan?" 


The other pulled David to his feet easily, steadying his employer and looking him in the eye, as they were 
roughly the same height. 


"Y'alright then, Dave?" 


David rolled his eyes, then winked. "In the pink, lad," he said, and they both giggled. 


"Coo-ee, look at that!" David breathed, as they stood by one of the windows in the main lobby of the studio. 
The facility was largely deserted and so eerily quiet save the ambient sounds from beyond their view. "It's 


coming down so fast" 


"Lovely, though, isn't it?" Roger said as they stood together, and he lightly ran his fingertips along David's 


spine, smiling when the other shivered under his touch. 


David smiled, turning his head towards Roger's and they leaned against one another for a moment. "Reminds 


me of an old song." 


He sang the first few lines, barely above a whisper, but the sound of his voice was warm and soft and Roger 


felt himself flushing, as if standing in front of a fire, to hear it. 

Í really cant stay 

Ive got fo go way 

this evening has been 

so very nice 

Roger surprised him by joining in 

Ml hold your hands, they're just Ike ice.. 

The tension of their proximity was disturbed as Roger let out a chuckle. 

"Wot?" David asked. 

"This was years ago, | couldn't have been more than ten or so. Storm's mum was over for tea and they were 

listening to Radio 2, as you do of course, and that song came on and she said, ‘Oh Roggie, turn it up, | like that 
one!" After a minute or two my mother looked at her and said, ‘Huh! That's how they get you, y'know. With the 


weather." 


He paused, then they both burst out laughing. 


"Can't get anything past your mum." 

"Absolutely nothing.” 

"Wot if we do get stuck here?" 

"Think of it, poor Mrs. Styles, waiting for the promised turkey.” 

They laughed again and David turned to breathe warmth into the ear of his desired one. 


Baby it's cold outside. 


